
Fed. Moft D nil, honcft.'ZW/, to our (port away. Exit.. 

Snter Ladies*. 

Sweethearts we fhall be rich ere wc depart, 

A Udy walTabout S ^ ooke y ou > whatlbaue 

f came nothing elfe along with that f 

On. Nothing but this : yes as much louc in Kirae y 
As would be cratn’d vg in a Iheet of paper 
Writ on both Tides the leafe, mat gent and all. 

That he wasfaine to fealeon Cttptds mmc. 

Rofa. That was the way to make his God-head wax . 

For he hath beene fiue thoufano yeeres a Boy. 

Rath He made her melancholy , fad andheauy , and fo 
Ihe^dicd ! lud file bccnc right Ukp'ott; of fuch a ™me Anifo ■ 
flirting fpirit, fHe might a bin a Grandam ere Ihc died. A 

Kat. You’ll matte the light by taking it m fnuffc . _ 

4 c 

Well bandied boch, a fee of Wit well played • . 
m 7Koraline y you .haue a fauour too. 

Who font it ? and what is it ? 

R of . . I would you knew _ 

And if my face were but as fane as yours. 

My Fauour were as great, be wunelTe this . 
my, I haue verfes too, 1 thankc Berowne 
The numbers true, and were the nu m S 5 ' 

Iwere theiaireft Goddcffc on the ground. 


tomhaboursloj 

I am compar'd to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O hehathdrawnc mypi£lure in his letter. 
gu. Any thing like ? 

Rtf. Muchinthe letters, nothing rathepraife. 
aj. Beauteous , as Incke : a good concluliofi. 

Kat. Faire as a text B.in aCoppie booke. 

Rof. Ware pcnfils«How i Let me not die your debtoCj. 

My red Dominicall, my golden Letter. 

O* that your face were full ofOes. * 

Jb*. APox of that ieft, and I bclbrcwall Shrowe» 
BmKatherine, what was fent to you 
From faire ‘Dumawe ? 

Kat. Madame, this Gloue. 

Did he not fend you twaine? 

Kat. Yes Madame and morcouer. 

Some thoufand Verfes of a faithfull Louer « 
AhugetranflationofHypocriGe, 

Vildly compiled, profound fimpUci tie. 

Mar. This, and rhefe Pearls, to me fent LwgAHut* 
The Letter is too long by halfe a mile. 

Qu. I thinke no lelTc : doll thou wilh in heart 
The Chaine were Longer, and the Letter (hort. 

Mar. I , or I would thefe hands might neuer part. 
Qnec. We are wife girles to mocke our Louers fo. 
Rtf. They arc worfe foolesto purchafc mocking fo.’ 
That fame Berorone ile torture ere I goe. 

O that I knew he were but in by th’weeke. 

How 1 would make him fawne, andbegge, and feckc. 
And waite the feafon, and obferuc the times, 

And lpend his prodigail witsin booties rimes. 

And lhape his feruice wholly to my deuice, 

And make him proud , to make me proud that iefls. 

So pertaunt likcwould I o’refway his Hate, 

That he Ihould be my foole, and I his fate. 

None arefo fur ely caught, when they arccatchri 
A s wit turn'd foole, follic in Wifdome hatch’d •• 

Hath wifdomes warrant, and the helpe of Schoole, 

And Wits one grace to grace a learned Foole ? 

Rtf, The b loud of youth burns not with fuch cxcefle, 
- ~ Q% 


As 


i 



